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muft take mevpfor fwcaring, as if I borrowed mine 
oathes of him, and might not fpend them at my pleasure. 

5. What got he by that ? you hauc broke his pate 
with .your Bowie, 

a. If his wit had bin like him that broke it: it would 
hauerun all out. 

Clot. \Vhen a Gentleman is difpos'd to fweare: it is 
not for any (landers by to curtail bis oathes. Ha ? 

2 No my Lord; nor crop the cares of them. 

Clot Whorfon dog • I gaue hira fatisfaction ? would 
he had bin one of my Rankc. 

2. To hauefmell'dlikeaFoole. 

Clot. I am not vcxt more at any thing in th'earth : a 
poxon't. lhad rather not be fo Noble as 1 am: they dare 
not fight with me, becaufe of the Qucene my Mo- 
ther : euery I acke-Slauc hath his belly full of Fighting, 
and I muft govpanddownc like a Cock, that no body 
can match. 

3. You are Cocke and Capon too, and you crow 
Cock, with your combe on. 

Clot. Saycftthou i 

«. It is not fnyou Lordfhip fhould vndcrtake euery 
Companion, that you giue offence too. 

Clot. No,I know that : but it is :fit I fliould comn.it 
offence to my inferiors, o 
1 *. Litis fit for your Lordfhip oncly« 

Clot. Why fo I fay. 

1. Did you heercofa Stranger chat's come to Court 
night? 

Clot. A Stranger ,and J not know on't ? 

2. He's a ftrange Fellow himfelfc,and kuowes it not, 
I. There's an Italian come,, and 'tis thought one of 

heouatus Friend*. 

Clot. Leonatsui Abaniflit Rafcall; and hes another, 
wbatfoeucr he be. Who told you of this Stranger/ 

1. One of your Lordfiiips Pages, 

Clot. I» ir fit I wentto lookc vponhim ?Is thercno 
deiogation int? 

2. You cannot derogate my Lord. 
Clot. Notcafily I thmke. 

2. YouatcaFoole graunted, therefore your Iffues 
being fooiifh do not derogate. 

Clot* Come, lie go fee this Italian: what I haue loft 
to day at Bowles,Ue winne to night of bim. Come :go. 

a. Ileattend your Lordfhip. £xit. 
That filch a craftic Diuell as is his Mother 
Should yeild the world this A(fe : A woman, that 
Beares all downe with her Braine,and this her Sonne, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 
Aud leaue ejghteene, Alas poore Princcffe, 
Thoudiuine/w^tf, what thou endur'ft, 
Betwixt a Father by thy Sccp~dam£ goucrn'd,' 
A Mother hourely coyning plots : A Woo.er, 
More hatefull then the foule expufion is 
Of thy deere Husband. Then that horrid Aft 
Of the diaorce, hecl'd mak the Kcaeuens hoK* firme 
The walls of thy deere Honour. Keepe vofhjk'd 
That Temple thy faire mind^that thou maift ftand 
T'cuicy thy b*m£h'd Lord i and this great Land, 


ScenaSecunda. 


Enter I mogct?tin her Hedjsnda Lady. 
Imo. Who's there? My woman iBelenet 
La. Plcafe you Madain, 
Itm. Whathoucisit? 


holly. 


Almoft rojdnight,MadamT^" T 

In**. I haue read three houres then * 
Mine eyes are wcakc, 

Fold downe the leafe' where 1 haue left : to b A 
Take not away the Taper, leaue it burning • 
And if thou canft awake by foure oWdofk 
I pry thee call me ; Sleepc hath ceiz'd me whe 
To your protc&ion I commend m e ,Gods 
From Fay fies,and the Tempters of the night 
Guard me befecchyce. 6 1 

lach. The Crickets fing,and mans oZllt'J^ 
Repaircs it fclfe by reft : Our Tardive th Us lenfc 
Did foftly preffe the Ru{hes,cre he waken'd 
TheChaftitie he wounded. Cytherea, 
How brauely thou becom'ft thy Bcd;frefli Lilt 
And whiter then theShcctes ; that I might to* h 
Butkifle, onekifle. Rubies vnparagon'd ' 
How deereiy they doo'c : Tis her breathino t h at 
Perfumes the Chamber thus : che Flame o'thTan 
Bowes toward her,and would vnder-pecpe her i\F 
Tofeeth'inclofedLights^owC^.opied * 
Vndenhcfewindowcs, .Vhite and Azure lae'd 
With Blew of Heauens ownt tm&. But my defien 
To note the Chamber, 1 will write all downe, 
Such,and fuchpiaures: There the window fuch 
Th'adroncmenr of her Bed; the Arras, Figures 
Why fuch, and fuch : and the Contents o'th'Story 
Ah,but fome naturall notes about her Body, 
Aboue ten thoufand meaner Moueablcs 
W ould tel^fie, t'enrich mine Inuentorie. 

0 fleepe 9 thcu Ape of deathjye dull vpon her 
And be her Senfebut as a Monument, 2 
Thus in a Chappcll lying. Come off,corae off; 
Asflippery as theGordianJmot was hard, 

'7 is mine, md this will witnefle outwardly. 
As ftrongly as the Confidence do's within : 
To'thVnaddmg of her Lord. On her left brcft 
Amole Cinque-fpotted ; Like the Crimfon drops 
J* th'bottomc of a Cowflippe, H cere's a Voucher, 
Stronger then eucr Law could make; this Secret 
Will force him thinkc I haue pick'd the lock,and c'ane 

1 he treafure of her Honour. No more : to what end ? 
Why fliould I write this downe, that's nucte, 
Screw'd torry memorie. She harh bin reading late, 
The Tnle of Icrem^ttxc chelcaffe's turn'd dov^ne 
Where Philomel* gauevp. I hauc enough, 
To'thTruncke againe,and ftut the fpring of it. 
Swift,fwift , you Dragons of the night,that dawning 
May beare the Rauens eye : I lodge in fcare, 
Though this a hcauenly Angcll ; hdl is beere. 

Clockslirtkes 

Ooe^wojthrec: timc,cime. Exit 

Scena Tertia* 


Enter Clotten^ndLords, 
7. Your Lordflnip is thcmoftpatientfflaninWTc,the 

tT)0<4 coldeft that eucr turn'd vp Ace. 

Clot . It would make arty man cold to loofe* 
i * But not . euery «nan patient after the noble temper 

ef your Lordfhip 5 You arc moft hot, and fwiou$when 

you winne* 

- a* 
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ginning will put any man into courage: if I could get 
thisfoohfh Imogen, 1 fliould hauc Gold enough : it's al- 
moft morning, is*c not? 
j Day, my Lord. 

Clot. 1 would this Muficke would come : I am adui- 
fed to giuc her Muficke a mornings,chey fay it will pene- 
tra tc. Enter Mttfittam. 

Conneon,tune: If you can penetrate her with your fin- 
gering/ 0 • wec ' 1 tr y with tongue too : if none will do,let 
herremainc.-butlleneuer giueo're, Firft, a very excel- 
lent good conceyted thing; afcer a wonderful fwect aire, 
with admirable rich words to it, and then let her confi- 
dcr. 

SONG. 

Hearke, hearkc, the Larked Hememgatefings:. 

*nd Phoebm gins ttrife y 
JJis Steeds to water at thofe Springs 

on chdlic d Flowres that lyes: 
And winking ^Mary-buds begin to ope their Golden eyes 
With ernry thtng that pretty ts , my Lady fweet arife : 
AtifciOrife. 

So, get you gone: if thi^pen trate, I will confider your 
Muficke the better : if it do not, it is a voyce in her earcs 
which Horfe-hai res, and Calues-guts, northevoyce of 
ynpaued Eunuch to boolean neuer amcd. 

Enter Cy mb aline ^andQueene* 
% Heere comes the King. 

Clot. I am glad I wasvpfobte, for that's thercafon 
I was ypfoearely: he cannot choofe but take this Ser- 
uice I hauc done, fatherly. Good morrow to your Ma- 
iefty, and to my gracious Mother. , 

Cjm. Attend you here the doore of our ftern daughter 
Will (he not forth? 

Clot. I haue affayl'd her with Mufickcs,but fhe vouch- 
fafes no notice. 

Cjm. The Exile of her Minion is too new, 
She hath not yet forgot him, fome more time 
Muft weare*hc print of his remembrance on't, 
And then fhe's yours. 

Jgu, You arc moft bound tVth'King, 
Who let's go by no vantages, that may 
Prcfcrrc you to his daughter : Frame your fclfc 
To orderly folicity, and be friended 
Withaptneflcof thcfeafofi : make denials 
Encreafc your Seruices : fo fceme, as if 
You were infpir'd to do thofe duties which 
You tender to her : that you in all obey her, 
Saue when command toyour difraiffion tends, 
And therein you are fenfeleffc. 
Clot. Senfelc(Te?Notfo. 
Mef. So like you (Sir) Ambaffadors from Rome; 
The one is fains Lucius. 

Cjm. A worthy Fellow, 
Albeit he comes on angry purpofe now ; 
But that's no fault of his : we muft receyue him 
According to the Honor of his Sender, 
And towards himfelfe, his goodncfle forc-fpent on vs 
We muft extend our notice : Our deere Sonne, 
Wheo you haue giuen good morning to your Miftris, 
Attend the Queene, and vs,we (hall hauc needc 
Tcmployyou towardsjthisRomanc. 
Come our Qucene. Sxennt. 

Clot. If fbebe vp, Ilefpeake with her: ifnot 
Let her lye ftili, and dreamc : by your leauc hoa, 
I know her women are about her : what 
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Ifldo line one of theirhands, 'tis Go/d 
Which buyes admittance (oft it doth) y<fa,and makes 
Diana t Rangers falfe themfclues, yecld vp 
Their Deere to'cb'ftand o'th'Stcaler : and 'tis G<!fe 
Which makes the True-man kill'd,and faues the Thcefe: 
Nay ,fomctime hangs both Thccfc,and True-man : what 
Can it not do, and vndoo? I will make 
One of her women Lawyer to me, for 
I yet not vndertfand the cafe my felfe. 
By your 2eaue. Knocke$* 
Enter a Lady. 

La. Who's there that knockes? 

Clot. A Gentleman. 

La. No more. 

Clot. Yes,and a Gentlewomans Sonne* 

La. That's mere 
Then fome whofe Taylors are as deere as yours, 
Can luftly boaQ of: what s your Lordflbips pleafutc ? 

Clot . Your Ladies perfon, is fhe ready? 

La. J, to keepe her Chamber. 

Clot. There is Gold for you. 
Sell me your good report. 

La. How.my good name ? or to report ofyoii 
What I (hall thinke is good. The Princeffe, 

Enter Imogen. 

Clot. Good morrowfaireft,Sifteryourfvveethand. 

Imo. Good morrow Sir, you lay out too much paines 
For purchafing bur trouble : the thankes I giue, 
Is telling you that I am poore of thankes, 
And fcarfe can fpare them. 

Clot. Still I fweare I loueyou. 

Imo. Jf you but faid fo, 'twere as deepe with mc ; 
If you fweare ftill, your rccompcncc is ftill 
That I regard it not. 

Clot. Thisisnoanfwer. 

Imo. But that you fliall not fay, I yeeld being filent, 
I would not fpeake. I pray youlparcme, Yaith 
I fhall vnfold equall dilcourtefie 
To your beft kinducfie : one of your great knowing 
Sh( it d Iearnc (being taught) forbearance. 

Clot. To leauc you in your madneffe, 'cweie my fin, 
I will not. 

Imo. Fooies are not madFolkcs, 

Clot. Do you call me Foole ? 

Imo. As I am mad I do : 
if you'l be patient, lie no more be mad, 
Thar cures vs both. I am much forry (Sir) 1 
You put me to forget a Ladies manners 
B/ being fo verball : and learne now, for all, 
That I which know my heart, do hcerj pronounce 
By thVery truth of it, I care not for you, 
And am fo ncere the lacke of Charitie 
To accufc my (elfe, I hate you : which I had rather 
You felt, then make't my boaft. 

Clot. You finne againft 
Obediencej which you owe your Father, for 
The Contract you pretend with that bafe Wretch, 
One, bred of Almcs, and fofter'd with cold dilfces, 
With fcraps o 3 th*Conrt : It is no Contract, none • 
And though it be allowed in meaner parties 
("Yet who then he more meane) to knit their foule* 
(On whom there is no more dependancic 
But Brats and Bcggcry) in fclfe-figur'd knot, 
Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement, bf 

* * a ' The 


